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One-Shot 


Author's Notes: 
Platter on tap is side one of Led Zeppelin Il (if you couldn't tell from at least the first set of lyrics). 


Written for a friend.. :) 


You need coolin’ 


baby Im not foolin’ 


Jon couldn't remember the last time he'd been this high. 


Fronting a band was serious business, and Jon was a serious person. A thought occurred to him: is it even 
possible to be high when you're on the floor? 


Then he snorted and laughed and laughed until the ceiling was spinning above him. 


Way down inside 

honey, you need it 

Richie dropped onto the floor next to him, already laughing at the joke he wasn't privy to. "What's so funny?" 
he asked, his words stretched out long. 


The laughter finished hitching out of Jon, and his body melted halfway into the hotel carpet again. He wasn't 


sure he could even move now. "I don't know," Jon sighed. "I don't remember." 


Richie started laughing again. 


Wanna whole lotta love? 


"You make a ternble stoner, man" 

Jon was laughing again, too, but he wasn't sure what the reason was. "Why do | make a terrible stoner?" 

"Cuz you're supposed to share these things before you forget. It's deep shit comes out of good hash." 

"Oohhh! I'll remember that" 

"No you won't!" 

Jon swurg his fist twice in Richie's general direction and missed both times. But he was fascinated by how 
slowly his arm moved. He watched it arc through the air, as if the air had the viscosity of water, and when it 
finally landed with a thunk on the rug, he caught Richie's eyes, watching him. The other man was wearing a 
half-smile that, in his dazed state, seemed a little.. inviting to Jon. 

Jon talked to try to wash the thought from his mind. "Which album is this? | always forget which one's which." 
"I" 

"Is too hard to remember. Slippery When Wet, now there's an album name nobody will forget" 


‘Modesty is the best policy." 


"It's just that.. come on. Il? Ill? | can't--" Jon paused, while Richie's comment diffused through his brain, time- 


released, and he snorted again, laughed. 
"You stupid fucker." 


"Who you callin’ a stupid fucker?" Richie gasped, his own laughter ignited again by Jon's. "You're the one who 


can't fucking remember anything. Bad stoner, man" 

"I know, | know, bad Jonny," Jon said, grinning. "Wanna spank me now?" He closed his eyes, let the magic of Plant 
and Page ripple beneath his skin, while his heart attempted to pound out of his ribs. That inviting smile was 
under his skin, too, humming there like the music. After a few seconds, or possibly several hours, he noticed 
Richie hadn't responded. And he wasn't laughing anymore, either. Jon was just about to make the effort to roll 
his head back in Richie's direction when the other man said, 

"Bend over." 


This time, Jon did manage to swivel his head, even though it now weighed six hundred pounds. "What?" 


Richie's eyes were narrowed, and the half-smile bent his lips again. He pulled an elbow up beneath him. "Bend. 


Over." 
Briefly wondering why that delirious laughter wasn't kicking in, Jon forced a chuckle. "What are you asking?" 
‘lm not asking anything. It wasn't a question 


A tingle slid through Jon's body, spreading out into every nerve ending. He shook his head. "You're crazy," he 
said, but it didn't sound jovial anymore. 


"And you're still on your back. | want you on your knees.” 
This time, a small giggle did bubble up out of Jon's chest, as a bad thought tumbled across his mind. He pulled 


himself up off the carpet and slapped his palms across the smooth cherry edge of the bed's footboard. Poked 
his ass out for inspection. "Like this?" 


Crack! 


The blow wasn't so much hard as it was a complete surprise. Jon whipped his head around. "What the fuck!" 


Richie's teeth were bared in a grin that was equal parts humor and wickedness. The tingle snapped through Jon 
again, lighting his groin up. 


"Did you think | was kidding?" Richie said. "Turn around and take it like a man" 


Jon felt the exact moment when the blood surged into his cock, and it took his breath. He sent up a silent 
prayer of thanks that his body was turned to in such a way as to hide the evidence. He gave a smug smile, 
pretended he was still just playing, and not that he was suddenly getting off from the-- 


--well, he didn't know what the fuck it was they were doing right that moment. Flirting? For re-- 


Crack! 


Jon gasped as he felt Richie's hand slide over his ass after the slap, just feeling it, his fingers spreading out 
wide to squeeze as much of it as possible all at once. 


"Oh, that's nice," Richie said. 
"What the fuck--" Jon said again, softer this time. His eyes rolled up and flickered shut. 


"| don't think you're getting the message. Bad Jonny," Richie said, still squeezing. "Maybe your pants should be 
down for this." 


"What?" The word came out in a painful little squeak 
"Get ‘em down" 
"l-- | can't--" 


"Got a hard-on, huh? Lemme check." 


Ard if you say fo me tomorrow, ‘oh what fun it all would be’ 


Jon reached down, his eyes still closed, unfastened his pants. Richie impatiently massaging his ass, waiting for a 


bare slate. 


Then what's to stop us, pretty baby, but what is and what should never be? 


"What now?" Jon said, then moaned softly when Richie's hands slid down his hips, under the defenses of his 
jeans, making the fabric tug against his aching dick. 


"That depends," Richie said, pushing the other man's pants down to his knees. "Do you think you've learned a 


lesson?" 


Jon swallowed hard. "No," he said, and spread his knees as far as he could within the confines of his wadded up 
pants. 


"Bad Jonny," Richie murmured, and swatted Jon again, skin to skin. 

It was a softer blow this time, but god it felt good. Another slap landed, slightly lower than the one before it. 
Jon whimpered and arched his back, pushed his ass out to encourage the new locus of Richie's attention. Two 
more slaps, and Jon's head fell between his outstretched arms. "God--" 

"Have you had enough?" 


"lim gonna fucking explode." 


The words came out before Jon thought to edit them, and he realized how needy it sounded, that he was dying 
to be finished off, and Richie might still just be playing. 


In fact, Richie chuckled at the answer, and Jon's stomach sank. The veil of the buzz was thinning just a litle, 


and he was here on his knees with his freshly-smacked ass in the air, offered up freely to a guy who was 
probably going to make jokes about it tomorrow. 


| should have quit you long time ago 


But then Richie came in close to his ear and whispered, "You need Uncle Richie to kiss the boo-boos?" 
Jon's held breath came out in a soft cry. Richie's hand was already back on his ass, gentle this time, 
protective. His fingertips were skimming the inner edges of the cheeks, as though pondering whether to 
proceed. 


Goosebumps raised up over every inch of Jon's skin. "Yeah." he sighed. 


Richie chuckled to himself again and crawled away, out of Jon's sight, and for a moment, Jon thought maybe it 
was all a joke, until he felt the first damp kiss at the small of his back, just above his tailbone. 


"Oh--" 


The other man's hands grasped his hips again, and Jon felt excruciatingly soft lips against his left ass cheek. 
Instinctively, he attempted to move away, but Richie had a hold of him too tightly. 


"Ohh--" 

Richie placed several slow kisses over both sides of Jon's ass and down the backs of his thighs, while Jon tried 
not to let his body collapse from the sudden weakness spreading through him. There was no way this could go 
on much longer-- Richie had to be done soon, and Jon could go take care of himself like he needed to, before 
his pelvis just caved in on itself. 

But then Richie's thumbs were spreading out over Jon's ass cheeks, pulling them apart. 

"Rich--" 

The other man’s lips had already landed in the crevice, and Jon's back arched again, pushing himself into it. He 
moaned so rawly it sounded like he might have been crying, and for a second, he wasn't sure if he was or not. 
Richie moved his thumb down to the spot below Jon's balls and pressed into it, causing the other man's thighs 
to start shuddering. 

"Its so bad," Jon whimpered. "Oh god, it's so bad." 

"Its okay," Richie whispered, between licks. 

"| can't--" 


"Shut up and enjoy it." 


Pressing deeper with his thumb, moving it in circles, Richie paused with his mouth, and Jon felt himself 
acclimating to the new sensation. His legs shook helplessly. 


‘| can't--" he said again, and his voice hitched. "Oh god--" 

"Relax into it" 

"Its too much-- oh god, what is it? What's happening?" 

"Keep breathing. It's your prostate." 

Richie latched back onto the man's quivering asshole, sucked it hard, eliciting a high moan, almost a scream, 
and Jon's back arched so hard it almost cramped. Richie pressed his thumb into him harder, wiggled it fast, a 
vibration deep and rhythmic. He slipped his other hand up between Jon's legs and rubbed his cock in tempo. 


A sob choked from Jon's chest before he knew it was coming, and he bit the side of his fist. 


"Let it go, man." 


Jon reached around and put a hand on Richie's head but didn't have the will to push him away. "Stop, we have 
to stop, you have to--" 


"No" 
"| can't--" 

"You really want me to stop?" Richie said, his hand stilled. 

"l'm gonna die--" Jon gasped. 

"Is that a yes or a no?" Richie asked. He sounded like he was smiling. 
"Oh god, don't stop!" 


Richie's face was already in Jon's ass again by the time he started laughing, and the reverberation of it was 
like heaven. Jon felt the other man's knuckles push into him, rhythmic as always, jolting those nerves he hadn't 
known were even there until a few minutes ago. Nerves that were sending warm breakers down his legs, all 


the way to his feet now, and all the way up towards his chest. 


And then he felt the tip of Richie's tongue push just past the tight defenses of his asshole. Jon gasped again, 
went silent, in that one second, two seconds, those secret muscles fluttering around the sinful intrusion, while 


his mind raced to catch up to what was happening. 


And then his whole body convulsed. Tremors ran hard through his legs, and they shook uncontrollably, down to 
his toes. The scream started down low, thrumming somewhere deep in the core of him, before it was ripped 
from his throat, unwilling, and over and over, with every ragged breath, shaking in time with Richie's vibrating 


hands. 


It went on for what seemed like hours, until Jon was reduced to hoarse sobbing, and still his body shook 
relentlessly with the stimulation. A broken groan issued from somewhere in his chest. "Oh god," he whispered. 


And then, so faint he barely even heard it himself, "Take me.." 


Richie stilled his hand and delicately explored with his fingertips where his mouth had been. And then Jon felt 
himself opened up slow and gentle as one of Richie's fingers slid into him. He wasn't prepared for the pleasure 


that radiated from the area, or for the way it sent new blood to his dick. 
"Yes." 
"Good Jonny," Richie breathed. "Have you learned your lesson yet?" 


"Yes." 


"Good" 


Richie withdrew his finger, and Jon slumped sideways onto the floor, leaning against the bed. After a minute, he 
wrestled his pants back up into place. Richie was already lying on the floor again, in the same spot he'd 
occupied before, when they'd been laughing about Jon's bad memory while under the influence. His cheeks were 


pink like afterglow. Jon crawled over to him and laid down. 


if the sun refused to shine, | would stil be loving you 


After a few seconds of silence that felt like forever, Jon said, "Can | kiss you?" 
"You want it to be like that?" 


He was giving Jon an out, and for a moment, Jon wasn't sure if he should take it or not. But he said, "Yeah," 
and to his relief, Richie smiled. Jon leaned in and touched lips with the man, painfully aware of how chaste it 
was when he already knew what that mouth was capable of. It would take some work, probably, serious work. 


But that was okay. Jon was a serious person 


END 


